JOHN DONNE

O sir, the wonder,
The blazing star of Italy! a wench
Of the first year, a beauty ripe as harvest!
Whose skin is whiter than a swan all over,
Than silver, snow, or lilies; a soft lip,
Would tempt you to eternity of kissing!
And flesh that melteth in the touch to blood!
Bright as your gold, and lovely as your gold!*

Donne is almost an ascetic in his disregard of physical
beauty, a quality in the woman of his adoration or
scorn which he never mentions. He was a sensualist
as Tolstoi was, one for whom woman was a curious
andjgerpetual interest at once attracting and repelling,
but never To be regarded with indifference. And in
virtue of this hot-blooded sincerity, of feeling his
poetry reveals on a closer study a greater complexity!
of moods, a wider dramatic range, than the first im-
pression suggests, so much so that one comes at
moments to the conviction that this poetry is a more
complete mirror than any other one can recall of love
as a complex passion in which sense and soul are in-
esctricably blended. It is pedantically witty, and one
may easily take some of it too seriously. It is sensual,"
coarse, and cynical, and yet can speak the language off
passion which is neither sensual nor cynical:           *

All kings, and all their favourites,
f All glory of honours, beauties, wits,
The sun itself, which makes times, as they pass,
Is elder by a year now, than it was
When thou and I first one another saw:
All other things to their destruction draw,

Only our love hath no decay;
This, no tomorrow hath, nor yesterday,
Running it never runs from us away,
,   But truly keepes his first, last, everlasting day.*

1 Vdfone, i. i.                     * The Annvversarie, w. i-io.
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